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Everything's blended together. It's different now. Fast can hardly 
describe how it happened. You play it through in your mind, trying 
desperately to remember every detail. 


Long skinny fingers working at the buttons. Tangled dark hair covering 
his eyes. A shy smile before he licked his lips. 


You remember coming in his mouth. For a moment, you feel bad for not 
warning him, but you never do. And really, you can't picture it ever 


happening any other way. Or at least you couldn't. 


The taste of alcohol in your mouth. His skinny fingers lighting your 


cigarette. Shy smile demanding more. 

When he grabbed you by the wrist you followed him. He pulled you into the 
bathroom and you never asked why. Happy electricity surrounded him, but 
you knew. You knew what was going to happen, but you were still surprised 


when his mouth attacked yours, hands reaching for your belt buckle. 


Its not like it was the first time. You didn't think it would be the 


last. You remember hoping it would be, but now.. 
The gentle grip on your wrist always changed your mind. 
Was it really any different this time? 


The fingers, the hair, the smile. Always there. The cigarette he always 
lights for you afterwards. 


You should've let it be. Let it be like every other time. His demanding 
eyes, your breaking heart. You remember thinking to yourself that you 
should leave it alone, but that's not how it happened this time. 


He was watching you smoke like he always does. The shy, smug look on his 
face. Your taste in his mouth. 


Before you knew what you were doing, you were kissing him. Your taste in 
his mouth on your tongue. He was thrown. His hands immediately tried to 
push you away, but your hands, in his hair, wouldn't let him. 

Backed against the wall moaning softly. 

Your cigarette forgotten on the floor. 

He relaxed. You could feel him against your hip. You're pretty sure you 
laughed quietly agaist his mouth, but this is where things start to blend 
together. 

Its not supposed to happen this way. You're supposed to be the one 
getting played, not him. You were surprised by his sudden acceptance. His 
hands dropped to his sides, he stopped fighting you. 


Your fingers found his fly. 


You had him in your mouth before you could stop yourself. 


He hasn't got nearly as much self-control as you. It was his hands, 
suddenly in your hair, holding your head. His hips did more work than you. 
Then it was him, and he was coming in your mouth. You're pretty sure he 


didn't feel bad. 


You zipped him back up. He only looked at you, a different question in 
his eyes. 


You can't remember what you were thinking. Long skinny fingers pulled at 
your sleeves. Dark hair matted against his forehead. No smile. Tears in 


his eyes. 


Then he was hugging you, holding you, leaning into you desperately. You 
understood though. You held him as he cried. 


And now it's this. It's done, and you can't ever be the same. You'll light 
your own cigarettes from now on. He can hardly meet your eyes, let alone 
smile. 

But here you are. Watching him as he sleeps. The covers twisted about the 
two of you; the stale scent of sex in the air. You think he'll want to 

wash the sheets in the morring, but you don't think you'll leave. 


And you know you'll be back tomorrow night. And he'll be the one who's 


being played. You'll make sure he knows exactly how he made you feel. 
And in the end, he'll love you for it. 


The way that you love him. 


